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Trip Within 


Its funny how things work out, Tracii thinks. Being with Taime is like going home to his slutty wife; being with 
Phil is like cheating with a classy whore. 


Someone fucked over Taime bad, a long time ago. Maybe in the womb. Tracii doesn't know the details, because 
Taime doesn't tell him. And Taime tells him everything He tells Tracii about his fantasies; the sickest things 
he's ever done; his regrets; the parts of him that feel human and the parts that don't; but the distant past is 
an uncharted land. Tracii knows as much about Taime's asshole as he does about his own, but all he knows of 
Taime's past is that he's a runaway from Seattle, and he doesn't go by his birth name because he's named 
after his father and he won't give the bastard any credit for anything he might accomplish. 


Tracii lets him keep his secrets. Taime tells him everything else. He can keep this one thing to himself. 


"You make me feel like a tramp," Taime tells him when they're tangled together. They're not kissing so much as 


licking into one another's mouth. "You make me feel like a tramp and | love you for it.” 


Taime loves that dirty talking, hair-pulling, porn star sex shit. He loves vampire novels and a book called The 
Picture of Dorian Gray, in which Dorian's portrait is ravaged by debauchery, sparing Dorian's flesh but not his 
soul from corruption. Tracii thinks that Taime should've been like Dorian Gray, living forever, young and 
beautiful. Instead, because this is late Eighties LA. and not an Oscar Wilde novel, Taime ravages his soul and 
flesh with debauchery. He gives girls money to suck his cock when he could get it for free. He dyes his hair 
and leaves his roots dark. Tracii fucks him, and Taime jerks himself off and cums between them, so they're 


sticky with it. 


"Your rhythm," Taime gasps. "Your rhythm makes me wild. Nobody fucks me like you." They've torn apart a 
hotel bed, and porn is blasting on the TV. Taime has his legs hooked over Tracii's shoulders and he's shredding 
his own fishnets with his nails. 


They kiss, and Taime's cheap lipstick stains their mouths. "I want to take you inside of me. Make you part of 


me.. make me whole," Taime tells him afterward. His eyes are hungry. 
"There's no fixing what's broken in you," Tracii tells him. 
"I know," says Taime regretfully. 


Neither of them is beautiful. Tracii's legs are short and his fingers calloused from playing guitar. Taime has 
fucked and sucked and dyed away as much of his beauty as he can possibly can. His voice is a croak. He 
smokes cigarettes between verses when he sings. But together, they are a symphony, where Tracii's rhythm 
moves Taime's soul. Tracii coaxes beautiful music out of him with his fingers, and Taime sings for him. The 


restlessness and inconstancy in Tracii compels and torments Taime, and Taime loves him for it. 


Their bands have crossed and swapped members so much that they're like an incestuous organism. Their 
bonds draw them together. Mick started out in Faster Pussycat; Kelly was in it for a minute. Then they both 
came to Tracii. Later, Brent will join Phil in LA. Guns. But that's later, much later. Brent and Phil don't know 
each other yet -- but they will. They'll get to know each other very well. 


Rewind. "You wanna cum in me?" Rewind. "You wanna cum in me?" Rewind the porno. 


"You wanna cum in me?" Tracii asks as Taime backs him up against the bed. Taime and Greg Steele, the 
guitarist in Faster Pussycat, are sharing a hotel room in a grey, formerly communist capital city in Europe. 


Greg is fucking a groupie on his bed and Taime wants to fuck Tracii next to them. 


This is the first time Taime has wanted to fuck Tracii and not be fucked by him. He's telling Tracii everything, 
as he always does. This is a show for Greg. It's all for Greg's benefit. For someone Taime's not fucking, Greg 
gets a lot of Taime's regard. 


The girl Greg's fucking is praying to God in her own language. Some things don't need translation. She turns her 
head and watches Tracii and Taime, her pupils blacker than any black Tracii has ever seen She slides her 


fingers in her mouth and tongues them. 


Tracii takes Taime's fingers into his mouth and sucks them, tonguing the webs between Taime's fingers. The 


girl moans in appreciation. 


She and Tracii come together, not touching each other; fucked by others. It's the hottest thing Taime's ever 


seen, he tells Tracii later. 
"| think you're in love with your guitarist,” Tracii tells him. 
Taime makes a face. "He's too good for me." 


That Traciis not too good for him goes unspoken. When they're on the road and far apart, Taime mails him 
explicit photographs for Tracii to enjoy. Taime in a trench coat; Taime touching himself; Taime in smeared 
makeup and fishnets again, ruining himself and loving every perverse second of it. Tracii flips through them on 
the bus, savoring the images, getting off to the thought of the looks on the faces of the people who saw 


these photos develop on pegs in a darkroom somewhere. 


"How can you participate in his degradation in this way?" Phil sniffs disapprovingly. Phil decorates the windshield 


wipers of their tour bus with women's panties, but he finds Taime's trinkets of love to be uncouth. 
"He's not degrading himself," Tracii says. "This is a man in love." 
"You can't give him what he needs." 


"| can give him what | can" And where does Phil Lewis get off, thinking he knows what's best for Taime 
Downe? Taime Downe, who ran away without taking a single thing from his father's house. He even left behind 
his own name. Taime Downe, who fucks in bathroom stalls and is best friends with porn stars and drag queens. 
What does Phil Lewis think Taime Downe needs? Deserves? 


Taime tells Tracii everything. The only secret between them is the one Tracii is happy to let Taime keep to 
himself. Phil Lewis is made of mysteries. Even the things he reveals only hint at more secrets. He is the dark 


side of the moon. 


Greg Steele remains stubbornly heterosexual, but Tracii has seen the looks the other Faster Pussycat 
guitarist, Brent Muscat, gives him and Taime. Brent looks at Tracii as though he could burn a hole through him 


with his eyes. 


Brent is pretty like a girl. He is made of coy smiles and cool dark hair. He sleeps with girls who look nothing like 
Taime Downe, as though that fools anybody. Tracii sees right through him. 


"You should fuck that other guitarist," Tracii tells Taime one night at the Cathouse. "The one who's in love with 
you." 


Taime ignores the groupie begging him to put a cigarette out on her tits to kiss Tracii's cheek fondly. "You 
always want what's best for me." He won't fuck Brent, and they both know it. 


"Your singer hates me," Taime confesses to Tracii. His singer. As though anyone could ever own Phil Lewis. 
Taime doesn't know Phil any better than Phil knows Taime. "He shouldn't. He feasts on everything | love. Where 
the fuck does he get off, getting jealous of the crumbs left over for me?" 


They're like the minute and hour hands of a clock, chasing each other endlessly, meeting here and there, only 


to be parted again 


Tracii and Taime stumble into their hotel room, drunk and happy and high on each other, and walk in on Phil 
and Brent. 


Taime, as always, is sharing a room with Greg. That means Brent chose this room deliberately. He set this up. 


He wanted to be caught. Tracii can believe that Phil is innocent. He knows Brent has sinned against them. 


Phil and Brent are tangled together, singer and guitarist, their lashes touching their cheeks. They are mirror 
images: pale skin, dark hair, delicate features. Brent's hand rests on the tattoo on Phil's thigh, the tattoo that 
matches the one on Tracii's thigh. They are beautiful together; Old Masters would've wept to paint them, 
these sylphlike creatures glowing after love. 


Brent opens his eyes and looks at Taime, wary and poised for a fight. Phil's eyes are half-lidded, Sphinx eyes, a 
riddle as always. The bonds between them loop back around, draw together more tightly. Like a noose. 


